Those Quarrelsome Bonapartes
Massacre, however, though justified by precept and ex-
ample, and, too, quite necessary, since those spared would
only arm themselves to fight again, was to him abhorrent.
And he sent two of his aides-de-camp, his stepson Eugene
and young Croissier, to stop the slaughter.
So they were brought before him, three thousand of
the rescued. There they sat on the sands without the
walls, squatted on their haunches, with their hands bound
behind them, and quite impassive except for the glittering
eyes in the dark faces. But there was no hope in them.
Gentle sometimes may be the night breezes of the
Orient, dulcet the soft voices of its doves, pitying the
oases and palm-guarded wells; but there the heart of man
knows no pity for a foe. It is as arid as the hard-baked
sands, as vengeful as Cleopatra's asp. The "Sultan Kabir"
must have his little whim; he was but meditating on some
new and ingenious cruelty by which they might be linger-
ingly destroyed.
Never before had he or any merciful conqueror known
such a moment. He looked, with steel in his face, but
compassion in his heart, on the wretches; then strode
up and down, striking his boot with his riding-whip. At
last he turned on his young men.
"Why in the devil's name have you served me so?"
"But, citizen general, you sent us to spare them!"
"Yes, fool, the women, old men, and children—but not
these dirty ruffians. What does your ingenious fancy sug-
gest that I do with them? Am I to let them go, only to
arm themselves and harry our rear; to escape and hot-
foot it to Acre, there to swell the defending forces; or
shall I use up precious battalions to guard them? And
where is the bread to feed them? Already we ourselves
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